-<$I3]           THE BOOK OF THE DEAD            187
glorious consort of Zeus, as she was travelling to Pytho across
the pleasant lawns ofPanopeus.
"I also saw the awful agonies that Tantalus has to bear. The
old man was standing in a pool of water which nearly reached
his chin, and his thirst drove him to unceasing efforts; but he
could never get a drop to drink. For whenever he stooped in his
eagerness to lap the water, it disappeared. The pool was swal-
lowed up, and all he saw at his feet was the dark earth, which
some mysterious power had parched. Trees spread their foliage
high over the pool and dangled fruits above his head - pear-trees
and pomegranates, apple-trees with their glossy burden, sweet
figs and luxuriant olives. But whenever the old man tried to
grasp them in his hands, the wind would toss them up towards
the shadowy clouds.
1 Then I witnessed the torture of Sisyphus, as he tackled his
huge rock with both his hands. Leaning against it with his arms
and thrusting with his legs, he would contrive to push the
boulder up-hill to the top. But every time, as he was going to
send it toppling over the crest, its sheer weight turned it back,
and the misbegotten rock came bounding down again to level
ground. So once more he had to wrestle with the thing and push
it up, while the sweat poured from his limbs and the dust rose
high above his head.
'Next after him I observed the mighty Heracles - his wraith,
that is to say, since he himself banquets at ease with the immortal
gods and has for consort Hebe of the slim ankles, the Daughter
of almighty Zeus and golden-sandalled Here. From the dead
around him there rose a clamour like the call of wild fowl, as
they scattered in their panic. His looks were sombre as the black-
est night, and with his naked bow in hand and an arrow on the
string he glanced ferociously this way and that as though at any
moment he might shoot. Terrible too was the golden strap he
•wore as a baldric over his breast, depicting with grim artistry
the forms of bears, wild boars, and glaring lions, with scenes of
conflict and of battle, of bloodshed and the massacre of men.
That baldric was a masterpiece that no one should have made,

